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of cold water, stir for about
one minute, and Alabastine is
ready to apply.

New and individual shades or tints
can be obtained by combining regular
tints.

And when you consider that you obtain
the most beautiful, mellow, nature colors,
viz., soft buffs, delicate greens, and exquisite'
blues, or any thaJe you wish by combining
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City Without Private Houses.
In one respect a point nut so flat-

tering to metropolitan complacency
New York Is unique among great
cities: Manhattan is a city without
private houses. In the last fifteen
years few private dwellings have been
built, except those of millionaires. In
that same period thousands of the old
brown-ston- e fronts of a previous gen-

eration have been dismantled to make
way for tenements and apartments.
Forty years the city has been under-
going a process of "tenementization."
New York is a city almost exclusively
of tenements and apartments that is
Its most striking architectural and
social characteristic.

Couldn't Evade "Special."
A Lancashirb man who has a hen

roost near the railway was complain-
ing to a friend about having some
of the birds killed by passing trains.

"Tha should hang 'cm a timetable
up In the hoose, and then they could
look when th' trains were booked
to come past," said the friend.

"Timetable bo hanged!" said the
other. "They know wool enough when
th ordinary trains '11 pass. When
Aw've hed one killed it's alius bin
wV a 'special.' "London Tit-Bit-

Naturally,
"lie's a very polished gentleman."
"That's why he in society."

Boston Evening Transcript.

The plain, unvarnished truth is bet-
ter than questionable rhetoric.

Ever Eat
Grape-Nut- s?

There's a vast army of
physical and mental
workers who do.

One reason its deli-
cious nut-lik- e flavour.

Another it is easily
and quickly digested
generally in about one
hour.

But the big reason is
Grape-Nut- s, besides hav-
ing delicious taste, sup-
plies all the rich nutri-
ment of wholewheat and
malted barley, including
the "vital mineral salts
necessary for building
brain, nerve and muscle.

Always ready to eat
direct from the package,
Grape-Nut- s with cream
or good milk is a well
balanced ration the ut-

most in sound nourish-
ment.

"There's' a Reason"
sold by Grocers.
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CHAPTER XXVII Continued.
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Siletz had always ridden bareback,
but now. why she did not know, she
took down Sandry's saddle and slung
It on Black Bolt. Poppy followed her
movements, and by the time Siletz had
put foot m stirrup and swung up, sho
had caught up her wide skirt and"
mouuted. Siletz flaxed around at her
and her eyes were beginning to
Bparkle in a face pale with rage.

Without a word they galloped ur.

across the lonesome valley and took
to what had onco been a trail In the
nodding ferns. Now it was but a
slight depression running amid the
blackened trunks, the endless heaps
of ashes, l'orpy Ordway followed SI
letz, on a chance, n dare, a mere haz-
ard. She did not know the danger, the
menace of the hills.

She was saying to herself after her
enticing habit of

"I'U have my precious packet soon
I know I shall. The gods are with
mo. I feel it."

Once Siletz turned upon her.
"Go back!" she cried fiercely, "some-

thing is about to happen."
"You"re right," paid I'oppy, and for

onco the hardness of her nature
6howcd like a rock under waves In
eyes and voice and manner, "and I'll
be in at the

They spoke no more. Siletz checked
Black Bolt in another mile, rose in her
stirrups and looked over the appalling
spectacle before them. Over and be-

yond lay the tumbled hills, thick with
heavy timber, that ran into the Siletz
basin. Somewhere in their fastnesses
reared the mighty spine of the Hog
Back with its secret trail. And some-
where up behind the Hog Back was
Sandry. Calm as she was by nature.
Siletz shuddered as she looked upon
the world of flame and smoke. To
Poppy Ordway, ignorant of its mean
ing and its might, it was a splendid
spectacle.

Siletz plunged down the ridge on the
other side and the woman followed.
The shadows of the smoke-fille- d val
ley grew Into an uncanny twilight The
fine, light ashes made slippery going
and more than once Black Bolt slipped
to catch his footing, catlike. They
rode ahead and entered the Are belt
Itself. The dusk grew denser. The
heat lay like a tangible blanket in the
hollows and dips. Siletz urged Black
Bolt. Something was calling out of
the gray dimness chilling her heart.
hurrying her progress.

She had ridden for a time in deep
thought when a scream from the wom-
an behind drew her up with a start.
She turned Just in time to see tho big
bay fall and go tumbling down the
mountain. With his first lurch he had
flung his rider out of the saddle and
Into a pile of ashes. It was true to
her nature that the girl,

" mi

A Tall Lone Spiral Into the Dun
Heavens.

ran, not to the woman but down the
slope after the horse. She found him
prone and groaning in a little trench.
b!s right foreleg doubled back, the

hlte bone piercing the earth.
Popry Ordway peered fearfully

lown, her trembling hands gathering
jer dust-covere- skirts.

"Come here!" Siletz cried,
"come here!"

It "ras the earn voice,
with primitive Mge, that had com-
pelled that crsren "Sandry" from
Poppy Ordway's Hps that night at the
pump, and as ti e woman had obeyed
then, so she obeyed now.

Siletz rose, reaching In the bltjhse
ot hsr shirt, and brought out a gun.

Poppy Ordway shrank back, whlt
chalk.

"What do you mean?" the cried
hrllly, "what are you going to do?"

Horror widened her blue eyes
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life," said Siletz solemnly, "but I've
got to kill him. And you stand by to
watch it's your work."

There was a sharp report that did
not echo In the d hills, ana
tho good horse closed his eyes In sud-
den peace. Siletz turned away to
where Black Bolt looked on with won-
der, Coosnah crouching beside him.
In a Bwift revulsion sho flung the
weapon far down the mountain.

She started to mount without a
glance at the woman when tho other
spoko.

"What am I to do?"
"Do? 1 don't care what you do. Go

home. And I hope you never reach
there';"

"My God!" cried Poppy Ordway.
"don't leave me like this! And louk!
Look there!"

All along the valley by which they
had come a Ion,, swift drift of smoke
was rolling, sent out like a current
from some newly lired cross-canyon- .

Its low-lyin- g pall formed a bewilder-
ing mystery to anyone Bave a natlvo
of the hills. A woman on foot would
never reach camp through its Minding
darkness.

Long Siletz sat turned in her saddle
and looked at It. Then a thought of
Sandry and his standards pierced the
emotions that dominated her. There
was but one thing to do.

"Come up," she said at last, "I'll
have to take you."

CHAPTER XXVIII.

Fires Within Fire.
So It was a double burden, that the

great black horse carried into the
mystery of the shrouded country.
Hatred was like a wall between them
and Poppy's fingers, clinging perforce
to Siletz' shirt, twitched with desire.
How short a distance to the packet in
the bagging blouse!

So they rode with smarting eyes
and aching lungs, down into a dim val-
ley and up again, between fires, under
mighty, towering trunks, tottering to
their fall. They passed the high spine
of the Hog Back, a majestic crown
against the smoke, and threaded the
nins of the forest. At la6t they saw
great fires ahead and men running
among them.

"Where is Sandry?" Flletz asked,
unabashed, of a soldier.

"Don't know. Haven't seen him for
hours." He hurried on and the girl
rode along the line where a hundred
men were laboring with ax and spade
and blanket The wind had dropped
and they were working north and
south, trying to bottle up a roaring
cross-cu- t of a valley. Scattered
throughout the hills In squads, obey-
ing the orders sent down from time
to time by the ranger and his aids,
who patrolled the ridges with field
glasses, they worked like a great ma-
chine, though they saw no farther
than their own trench, their own line
of back-fire- , their own stretch of
felled plaes.

But work as they would at the base
of the high, massed peaks. Destiny
was about ready for her grand coup
at the fortunes of tho Dillingworth,
and she snatched a streamer from a
cross-canyo- n and shot it high across
line and back-fir- e and trench into the
dry pines on that slope. Also she had
sent, an hour before, a tall, lone spiral
into the dun heavens from the very
heart of the spared timber behind the
Hog Back. That spiral had caught the
eye of Walter Sandry, working with
his waning strength north on the east
slope. For how many hours he did
not know, he had neither eaten nor
slept. But still he went with the
spirit that would not quit so long as
another stayed at his post.

"If the rains would only come!" ho
thought as he struggled upward, "It's
nearly time for them. If they would
only bring their first showers now!"

The roar of the new fire a solitary
pine that went up like a huge, grace-
ful torch was In his ears, its light
before him.

"Now how under heaven did it get
started up in here?"

He had spoken aloud as he wearily
skirted a clump of young spruce and.
the words fell short, abruptly broken
as he emerged from their shelter.

Before him, In a Bmall cleared space,
stood Hampden of the Yellow Pines.
His back was' toward Sandry and ho
carried in his hand three candles. He
was nearly as black and disreputable
as any scarecrow down among the
fires. He was intently watching some-

thing st the foot of a second pine.
Softly Sandry mfved until this object
was In his line of vision.

Bedded high In a pile of tinder-dr-

needles a fourth candle glowed
brightly In the smoky gloom. With
utmost cunning It had been set close
against the tree where a long branch
of pitch trailed down the rugged bark
from far up among the branches.
When the candk burned down to the
resin-steepe- d needles and a man
might travel rr In the meantime the
upleaplng flames need only to lick
that banner to rush with lightning
speed to the swaying. Inflammable
top.

For ft long moment the Eastener
truxl. lost in wonder. Then thwhoie

"t rT shot living thlna In savltbAng burst ufoa ft and h kn

HampApn or the Yellow Pines was the
power behind the holocaust!

As this stupendous knowledge forced
itself Into his weary brain, the other
man turned and ptrode swiftly away
among the boles. The wearying climb
had taken the breath from Sandry's

'lungs and he drew a pistol from his
belt and fired over Hampden's head.
Like an animal the man whirled, hand
to hip. and faced him.

"I've got you at last!" Sandy pant
ed; "I've got you at last!"

Hampden's heavy Hps curled ven
omously from his Bhort. strong teeth.

"You!" he breathed, "you! You
damned Easterner! You d

tenderfoot!"
Sandy smiled grimly.
"This is Just about the blackest spot

in your crooked career, Hampden." he
said at last, "the blackest and the big
gest blunder. 1 can't see why you did
If

"You'can't!" snarled Hampden, "oh,
you can't! Well, by God. you will be-

fore I'm done with you. You didn't
know what you was gettin up against

you and your your Poppy Ord-
way. You made yer fight, an' you
thought you'd won! But you reck-
oned without me. I'm makin' mine.
an ft s a hummer.

He glared savagely along the gun
into Sandry's bloodshot eyes, and at
this moment Black Bolt heaved up
through the Siletz peering eager-
ly along his straining neck, and the
face of Poppy Ordway at her shoulder.
The girl slid out of the saddle and ran
to Sandry.

"What Is It?" she cried, "what is
It?"

Sandry pointed to the burning can-
dle at the pine's foot and instantly she
sprang forward and snuffed it out
with thumb and finger.

Miss Ordway slipped down from
the foamy, steaming hips of the horse,
to stand leaning against him. her
bright eyes beginning to sparkle with
the tension of the moment. At sight
of her Hampden's face grew gray be-

neath its grime. She was smiling
with that pleasure which she always
found where men fought, or engi-

neered dramatic coups, or worked out
clever schemes, and her beauty was
never so maddening to him in all his
knowledge of her. His one pure dream
had, in truth, reached a sorry ending.

"Sandy," said Siletz simply, "I came
to you. There's danger somewhere
I don't know where or what but
there's something In the Bhadows."

A vagrant wind fanned up long
sheets and whistling banners that
hurried up to leap Into the moaning
canopy behind the Hog Back. The
actors in this little drama were too
Intent to hear the heightened note.

"So you come to be In at th'
death!" sald Hampden at last, his
eyes on Poppy in anguirhed fury,
"you done me to death an' you want
to see me die! Oh, th' game's uq and
I don't care a damn! I'm th' smartest
one of this bunch yet. An' but fer
th' fact that you've got them two let-

ters you stole from the commissioner
and th account book with the records
of our deals an rake-off- s and so on.
I'd a had a chance to fight an' win
yet! But I know you, Poppy Oh,
how damned well I know you! an'
I know I'm whipped. But I'm makln
a fight you're damned right 1 am!"

He waved an eloquent arm around
at the appalled, shrinking country
which seemed to crouch In its naked-
ness under the shrouding smoke.

"But th thing that cuts is knowln'
that you done it all fer him! A feeble
drlvelln' thing from th' East! An'
they say you'll marry him! Well, go
to It! He'll have to move out, fer
there won't be any more Dillingworth
Lumber company In twenty hours. I'll
be behind bars, all. right, but I've
cleaned him out."

As he finished with a reckless laugh
Sandry turned amazed eyes to Poppy.
She was rale with anger and she
avoided his glance. This was the last
thing she wanted that Sandry should
know of her attempt to forestall him
In the "getting" of Hampden. Sho
saw her chance to gain his gratitude
by her gift drifting away. Also tho
revelation of her lawyer's perfidy was
a mighty blow.
, "Hampden," she said unsteadily,
"you're the coarse3t beast I know!"

"All right. But ain't that what it's
all fer? To lay me as a burnt offerin'
at his feet a sacrifice to . win his
ralncin' love? Didn't you say you'd
marry him? Ain't 1 heard It right
ah left?"

"No!" cried Poppy, red with rage
under Sandry's astounded eyes, "no!
I never did!"

"Yes!" cried Siletz rlnglngly. you
did! You said when Sandry was dy
ing that you were nis promised wife."

In the hush that followed. Intensi-
fied by the dropping brands from the
huge pine which was now but a black-

ened, pronged shape In the thickening
smoke, there fell upon their ears a
sound as incongruous with the strained
moment as could be Imagined.

It was a shower of notes, high.
sparkling, thrilling, that seemed i
fall like drops of diamond through the
murky canopy. They came up from
tha west, mysterious, martial. Joyful.
and their burden was "Le?d, Kindly
Light. Lead Thcei Me On!"

"The Preacher!" whispered Siletz,
"Oh, the Preacheii"

And presently through the dim dun- -

white of the smoke that crept with
portent between the crowding pines.
there merged the familiar, erect form
With one accord they turned to him
as he approached and Sandry for the
one moment left Hampden unguarded

It was all that was necessary. Quick
as light the hand that had first In
stinctlvely sought his hip sought It
again. There was a flash of metal,
dun In the dun effulgence, a straight-
ening of the heavy arm that held it, a
spurt of Came, a sbct

Pat quick as the tlmberman had
been, another was quicker. With one
leap as Hampden reached for bis gun
.he Preacher reached Sandry. snatched
him aside and flung himself before
him. his flute raised high in protest,
in command. But the gesture came
too late.

The bullet meant for the Easterner
found lodgment in the gentle breast
of the wandering player of hymns,
and he sank down In Sandry's arms.

CHAPTER XXIX.

The Sign of the Siletz.
It was Poppy Orway who struck the

gun from Hampden's hand, sending it
flying among the ferns.

"We'll have no murder here!" she
cried.

Sandy looked at Hampden for one
fleeting second as he laid bis gun be-

side him
"If you move one muscle," he rasped

harshly, "I'll kill ycu on the 6pot."
Then he eased the slight form of the

Preacher down upon the deep plno
needles.

Just ahove the heart blood was pour-
ing from tho shabby habit. Sandry
tore it away, to find a clean small hole
In the white skin, which wa9 fine and
delicate as a woman's. The ball had
gone straight through, tearing a huge

m m

The Gesture Came Too Late.

ragged aperture where It emerged In
the back from which the red stream
flowed In a flood.

"Cloth!" cried Sandy, "give rro
cloth!"

His voice broke the spell that bound
Siletz and she sprang forward, tear-
ing her garments, ripping out of her
breast some mysterious womanly ves-

ture that was white and soft.
"Oh, my God above the sea!" she

was crying with gasping sobs. "Lord
of the heavens! Spare him! Spare
him!" And only Poppy Ordway saw
the packet which tumbled unheeded
to the ground. With one catlike, grace-
ful movement she threw herself for-
ward, snatched it up and hid It In her
own bosom.

Sandry hastily made compresses and
bound them upon the wounds. He tore
off what was left of his tattered shirt
and added It. He took handfuls of
leaves from the hazelbrush and pad-
ded the compresses, binding them
tighter and tighter. But It was heart's
blood that was loosened and each ef-

fort to stop It was futile.
It was soon evident that the feet

In their heavy shoes had gone their
last Journey upon the hills, that the
triumphant flute had piped its last
song of victory.

"My children." said the Preacher.
"I promised to come when you should
need me. I have served a need. You
are young, my son. and the path of
youth Is fair. Thero are too many
primroses thereon to sacrifice one
year of it. I am old old."

Here Siletz flung herself upon her
knees beside him. unable to control
herself, rocking to and fro after her
fashion, her braids swaying and a ter-

rible anguish upon her face.
The handsome blue eyes turned

wonderlngly upon her.
"Daughter little one of the tender

heart hush! I hear strange sounds
and I would listen."

He closed his eyes and lay for a
time In silence, the delicate tracery
on his face emerging more clearly as
a pallor spread beneath it. It was the
divine record of years spent with his
God In the high places, though here
and there a drooping line bespoke a
vague, forgotten sadness.

Presently he murmured:
"The Winds of tho Mighty One aro

upon the sounding board of the hills!
Ah!"

Again a silence and he opened his
eyes with a return to earth. But In

them had oome the dimness of
dreams, and years
and times and places.

They gared wonderlngly Into the
dark, tear-bllnt- f ?d ones of Siletz bend
ing above. For a long time the Od
man lay, staring np with that look of
wonder. Then a great Joy broko on
his face with a sh'nlng smile, ind he
struggled to raise himself on n arm.

"Kahwannal" he cried. "Kahwan- -

na!"
It was a call from a far dlstavt past

It thrilled that little company of listen
ers with Its ecstasy.

"Why why What have I dreamed
my princess of the hills, that you have
seemed so far away? What was It
Ah. I have lorgot! But you are here
at last!"

He rained palsied, trembling arms
t th girl's aeck.

"Yon are back from the pratee oi
death that 1 fancied bad closed upon
you! You are back. . . . And there
is forgiveness in your dark eyes. Oh,
my love, there Is forgiveness!"

His lips quivered a bit and he went
on.

"Did I dream of tho great wrong I

did you, Kahwanna? Oh, have you for-
given?"

The blue eyes were tragic In their
puzzled wonder, their shining Joy, and
the voice was desperately earnest.

For a moment Siletz checked her
anguish and 6trove to understand.
Then something, some divine instinct,
seemed to give her wisdom and she
smiled tremulously.

."All Is well." she said pitifully, "I
have forgiven."

"Thank God!" cried the old man
sharply, "oh. God. I thank thee! The
way is light at last!"

He tried to raise himself on an el-

bow again.
"But how does It happen? I saw

you die in the lodge of Kolawmle with
the babe that you bore me for love
on your breast and yet yet I have
you again! Did 1 dream, oh, my prin-

cess of the little tribe?"
"A dream." sobbed Siletz softly,

"only a dream."
Ho looked long into her

face.
"I have searched the world for you,

my maid of service with tho gentle
eyes eyes like a deer's for softness.
Oh, Kahwanna! I have chanted the
marriage service, that I never said
for you in the days of my youth, a
thousand times among the hills! I

have mated you In heaven throughout
the years wherein I lost you! I have
wept for the Primrose that I crushed.
at dawn and dusk! 1 have tried to
atone."

There was a pathetic, eager Justifi-
cation in the weakening voice and the
others, all aware that they witnessed
the last act In some forgotten tragedy
of the Preacher's life, stood in silence.
unconscious of tho dark' ing smoke
clouds, the menace of the rising roar

"You bore on your face the sign of
the Siletz women the three bars of
Bondage, of Faithfulness and of Ser-
viceand yet you were not of their
blood, but of my own. Only Kolawmle
knew how you came among them, a
wee. dark child, how they took you
In and gave you a name, and he never
told. You were red to me. Kahwan-
na a soft-eye- creature of the wild
and you were my woman, bought with
a white man's kiss!"

Here Sandry shrank as if at a blow,
drawing in his breath with a sigh.
But the Preacher hurried on. as If to
tell all that had Iain upon his heart
these many years.

(TO BE CCns'TINUHD.)

WHEN THE AMATEURS APPEAR

Another Good Siory Added to the
Many That Are Told About Those

Enamored of Stage.

The anecdotes told at the expense
of amateur players are Innumerable,
and of course of varying degrees, both
of truthfulness and of drollery. An-

other is added to the list by' some stu-
dents, who ambitiously undertook to
play "Hamlet" for the benefit of a
charity. The man who was to act the
part of Horatio was extremely timid,
and when the night of the perform-
ance came he was so overcome by
stage-frigh- t that he could hardly re-

member the lines he had so carefully
studied. During the scene where Ho-

ratio and Marcellus tel Hamlet of
the appearance of the spirit of his
father, and the prince asWs: "Stayed
it long?" "While one with moderate
haste might tell a hundred," Horatio
managed to stumble out, but so con-

fusedly that Marcellus forgot his cue,
and Instead of rejoining "Longer, long-

er," stood staring at Horatio. The
prompter, with a view to helping out
Marcellus, began to whisper from the
wings, "Longer, longer." Unfortunate
ly Horatio, having lost all control of
himself, was Inspired with the idea
that the man playing Marcellus was
looking at him because he had made
an error, and that the words from the
wing were addressed to him. With a
great effort ae straightened himself
up. cleared his burning throat, and
Bald, loudly: "While oue with moder-
ate haste might tell two hundred,
then."

Be It Ever So Humble.
When war broke out In Europe a Sa-

vannah negro had been doing a bone-rattlin- g,

banjo thumping act in one of
the London music halls, and. like the
Georgia negro who told Judge Latshaw
in Kansas City that If released he would
go so far .hat It would take $9 to send
him a postal card, he wanted to get
back home.

Along w ith a miscellaneous company
of Americans he .was besieging the
American consulate when a southern-
er In the crowd, noticing hlra. said:
"Nigger, what are you doing here?"

Wheeling with tho light of discovery
In his eye. Itasrus replied: "Fo' God's
sake, boss, 6ist dls nigger to git back
to ol' Geo'gy. Ise so hungry 1 c'n heah
de po'k chops callin'l" Collier's
Weekly.

Jury Exonerates Dead Cow.
When an automobile hits a cow and

Injures it badly the driver Is to blame
and not the vow, even If Uie cow did
get nervous when It aw the auto
headlights bearing swiftly down on It
A Jury decided the foregoing In Judge
Gatens' court and awarded $100 dam-

ages to Emil Alt, the .ow's owner.
August Seunert who ovned the auto,
argued In4 court that he didn't know
the Hawthorne brldse was a browsing
pasture and that the cow should have
worn a red liiht on its tail. But the
Jury disagreed with him. Portland
tcre.1 Dlioatca Loe Ailes Times,

Another Testimonial

CALUMET
BAKING

0W
The President's
Wedding Cakel

was prepared by Mrs.
Marian Cole Fisher
and Miss Pansy
Bowen.both of whom
arc known through-
out the United States
as experts in Do-
mestic Science work.
This Wilson - Gait
Weddine Cake was
worthy of the occa-
sion in every respect.
Calumet Baking
Powder was used in
its preparation and
both the above
named ladies heartily
recommend Calumet
Baking Powder for
its purity, whole-somenes- s,

economy
and never-failin- g re-

sults. These ladies
use Calumet exclu-
sively in all their work.

Received Uighett Award World's
Pur Food Expot tion, Chicago;
Pari Exposition, France, March,
1912.
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MKN'H ALL, WOOL SUITS Moid Dlrt From
KctrT to Wirr for WlO.OO Writ U nr
fpory mmples and Information.
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Out of the State.
A disheveled citizen rushed Into a

police station and shouted for venge-
ance.

"The automobile that hit me five
minutes ago was N6. 41144," be splut-
tered.

"I can prove that he was exceeding
the speed limit, and I want I want "

"You want a warrant for his ar
rest?"

"Warrant nothing! What good
would a warrant do me at the rate
he was going? I want extradition pa-
pers." i

TAKE SALTS TO FLUSH
KIDNEYS IF BACK HURTS

Says Too Much Meat Forms Uric Acid
Which Clogs the Kidneys and

Irritates the Bladder.

Most folks forget that the kidneys,
like the bowels, get sluggish and clog
ged and need a flushing occasionally,
else we have backache and dull misery
In the kidney region, severe head
aches, rheumatic twinges, torpid liver,
acid stomach, sleeplessness and all
sorts of bladder disorders.

You simply must keep your kidneys
active and clean, and the moment you
feel an ache or pain In the kidney
region, get about four ounces of Jad
Salts from any good drug store here,
take a tablespoonful In a glass of
water before breakfast for a few days
and your kidneys will then act .fine.
This famous salts Is made from the
acid of grapes and lemon Juice, com-
bined with lithla, and is harmless to
flush clogged kidneys and stimulate
them to normal activity. It also neu-
tralizes the acids in the urine so it
no longer irritates, thus ending blad-
der disorders.

Jad Salts is harmless; Inexpensive;
makes a delightful effervescent lithla-wate- r

drink which everybody should
take now and then to keep their kid-
neys clean, thus avoiding serious com-
plications.

, A well-know- n local druggist says he
sells lots of Jad Salts to folks who be-
lieve In overcoming kidney trouble
while It is only trouble. Adr.

Important Personage.
Tom Why were you so extremely

polite to that old man? Is he a rich
relative?

Jack ! That is my prospec-
tive father-in-law- .

FOR ITCHING SCALP

And Falling Hair Use Cutlcura Soap
and Ointment. Trial Free.

When tho scalp Is itching because of
dandruff and eczema a shampoo with
Cutlcura Soap and hot water will be
found thoroughly cleansing and sooth-
ing, especially if shampoo Is preceded
by a gentle application of Cutlcura
Ointment --to tho scalp ekln.

Free sample each by mail with nook.
Address postcard, Cutlcura. Dept. L

Bocton. Sold everywhere. Adr.

Polite Man.
Landlord I hate to remind you of

your board bill.
Mr. Slowpay Don't mention It
ALLEN'3 FOOT-RAS- FOR TIIFJ

TitooraMany war rrn honpltal have ordered
Allen's Foot-Ka- the antlBfptlc powder,
for u amort? the troop. Shaken Into
tti urioen and uned In the foot-bat- h,

Allen's Foot-Ka- e dves rent an1 comfort
and makes walking- - a delight. Bold every
where, c Try It today. Adv.

The trouble with hitting the bottle
Is that It's apt to strike back.


